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- Alamentable new Ballad vpon the Earle of Effex den 


To the tune ofthe Kings laſt Good-night. 
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LL pou that cry. O hone O hone . 
came now and ling, Loꝛd with me. 
Foz why our Jewell is from vs gone, 
the valiant Knight of Chinalrie : 
Df rich and poꝛe beloved was he, 
in time an honorable Knight, | 
When by our Lawes condemd fo dye, 
andlately tobe his laſt God night. 


Count oy not like pry 00; Campion, 

e traitre amen 1) 02 Babington⸗ 
| like Earle of mer. 78 
by whom a number were vndene: 


He neuer yet hurt mother s ſonne, 


bis quarrelt fil maintaind the rigbt: 
Which makes Þ tears my cheeks doton run: 
| when J thinke on his lalt God · night 


The Portingales can witnes be, ＋ 
his Dagger at Liſbone gate he flung, 
And like a knight of Cbiualrie, 
his chaine vpon the gate he hung: 
Would God that he would thither come, 
to fetch them both in ozderright: 
CUhich thing was by his honoz done, 
pet lately toe his laſt God night. 


The Frenchmen they can telkifie, 
the towns ofGourney hetoke in: 

And marched to Roane immediately, 
not caring foz his foes a pin. 


* Mith bullets then he pierced their (kin, 


and made them flee far from his fight : 
Pe at that time did tredit win. 
and now hath tane his laſt God⸗ night. 


And ftatcly Cales can witnes well: 
enen bp his Pꝛoclamation right, 
He didcommand them all traightly, 
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Thatnone ſhould raniſhiMiveno; wife, 

wh ich was again their ozder right: 
Therekoze they pꝛaid fo2 hig long uſfe, 
which lateiꝑ tokehislaſl God-night. * 


Would God he had ne re lreland knowne, | 

- noz ſet his ft on Flanders grounds. 

Chen might we well.inioped our owe, 
where now our Jewell willnotbefound. 

Which makes our woes ſtill to aboumd, 
trickling with ſalt teares inmy ae: 

To heare his name in 9ur eares t - - 
Loʒd Deuereux toe his laſt G 


Athwevnetvay thatviſmoltvay, e. 
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when he came fozthof his Cha 
Upon the ®caffoldthere heſaw;, + 
his beadſman ſtanding im befoze. - 
The Noblesall they did deploze, - - . _ - 
-  hedding their ſalt teares in his ſight: 
He ſaid, farewell to rich and p\ze; . 
. At his gad mozrow and god -night⸗ 


FarowellElizabech my grations Qudds; 


God bleſle theꝛ and thy tounſell all 


Farewell my Knights of Chiuairte, 
farewell my ſoldiers ſtout and tall: 

Farewell the Commons great and ſmall, 
into the hands of men J ligyt: 

My life ſhall make amends foz all, 

oz Eſſex bids the woꝛld god night. 


Farewell deare wife and childzen thꝛe, 
farewell my young and render ſon, 

Comfozt.your ſelues mourne not foz me, 
although your fall be now begun: 

Py time is come the glaſſe is run, 
comfozt pour ſelues in fozmertight, 

Sing by r yon are bndone, , 
vdur Father bids the woꝛld God · night. 


Derrick thou know{t at Cales A (au 
thplife,loſt fgza rape there done, 


. Whichthouthyſelfs canfl teftifye, 
__ thineownehandthz&andtwentyhung:.' 


But now thou fett my time is come, 
Strike out thy blow that Jmapknow, 
thou Eſſex lou dit at his god. night. 


When England counted mea Papift, ©. © 
the wozkes of PapiſisAvelie; 
Jnere wozſhipt Saint. n; Aigellinheau 
noz to the UirginMaryy, 
But to Chzift which foz my itnnes did d 
trickiing with lad tearesinhis fights - -../ 
Dpꝛeading myarmes to God onhigh, 
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